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Hi Peter! 


This is the To Be Gentle zine. A gift zine 
specifically made for you to show our appreciation 
for what you've done for the Transformers 
franchise and its many fans. Here we have many 
talented writers and artists who’ve made art of 
Optimus Prime plus some other characters you've 
voiced throughout the years. 


Each creator has left a little note at the end of this 
zine for you to read with its corresponding page 
number. You’ve done so much for us and we hope 
this is something that we can give back to you, 
even if it’s just a fraction of our appreciation. 


We hope you like it. And thank you (and Larry) for 
teaching us to be strong enough to be gentle. 


- Allspark Zines 
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By Val 


It was 2007 on a cool Spring day. I was at my friend’s house for a play 
date. We were playing in his bedroom, as we giggled and played with his 
toys. Then, one figure specifically caught my eye. It was a robot, decked in 
flames, with a face covered by a faceplate, and the colors blue and red. 


“What's his name?,” I asked. 
“Optimus Prime, he’s the leader of the Autobots,” my friend replied. 
“What's an Autobot?,” I kept asking. 


“Oh, they’re like a group of huge robots who fight the bad guys 
Decepticons,” he answered again. I was fascinated by it all, and I kept 
asking my friend a few more questions. I remember never letting go of the 
figure as he answered all my questions. Eventually, he put on the tv to 
show me what Optimus Prime is like. It was the first Bayverse movie, and 
my eyes widened in awe. The moment the words, “My name is Optimus 
Prime,” were uttered by this deep and powerful voice, I immediately fell 

in love. We both watched it together, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off the 
television as I happily hugged the figure close. For whatever reason, I kept 
trying to catch a glimpse of Optimus. There was something about him that 
was comforting, that was familiar, that was a warm hug I needed after a 
long day. In those few hours of the playdate, it was this that led to a long 
road ahead of me. 


For most of my childhood, anytime I see Optimus on something like a 
sticker or a pencil, I would collect it. I didn’t have a lot of friends growing 
up, because I was the designated weird kid to them. I latched onto him 
as my friend, as one of my few only friends I could make. He helped me 
through vulnerable points where I felt like I meant nothing. Where I felt 
like maybe I didn’t deserve to be here on this small speck of the galaxy. 
He kept me going, by adopting the mindset about what he would do in 
these difficult times I was in. He wouldn’t have given up, he would keep 
going by being strong enough to be gentle. 
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Be strong enough to be gentle. 


Be strong enough to be gentle was the words that came back to me when 
I learned about the man behind the robot. It was only middle school that 
I learned about Peter Cullen’s existence. He was behind a version of the 
character that brought me happiness and comfort. He also took those 
words to heart in bringing depth and layers to Optimus Prime, depth that 
made me feel not alone. 


Around that time, I began to realize a truth: I realized that maybe I liked 
both girls and boys. It was confusing and a bit scary, that also has not 
been helped by my family’s response to it. I tried to ignore it, but it kept 
coming back until I realized that it’s a core part of me. 


“What would Prime do?,” I asked myself again at that moment. 


A lightbulb lit up in my head again. I looked at Cullen’s Optimus Prime 
from the films from a different angle. He exhibits a type of personality that 
is confident and assured but struggles from the weight of an idealized 
image. An image imposed by everyone around him, as if he wants a day to 
figure himself out so that everything can be okay. From that realization, I 
once again realized that I’m not alone. Everything will be okay at the end. 


It was a long and painful road to accept the label bisexual, but it was a 
road that made me feel at peace with myself. It was thanks to him that 
I am able to heal and love myself, imperfections and all. He’s been there 
with me every step of the way. He made me realize that I am more than 
meets the eye. 


Thank you, Peter Cullen. Thank you for everything. Thank you for helping 
the six year old kid from Los Angeles figure everything out, by being the 
voice of Optimus Prime. 
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By DJ Winters 


It was a beautiful sunrise Optimus was enjoying when the signal came 
through. Before another degree of light could peek over the horizon, 
Optimus had transformed and was on his way down the road to the 
coordinates Kup sent. It sounded urgent, and Optimus wasn’t about to 
let Kup go alone. He’d lost too many good mechs that way through the 
course of the war, and if he had to put a hold on relaxation until he 
could front every battlefield, he would. 


At least, that was the ideal. Of all people Optimus Prime knew that 
ideal wasn’t always achievable, but he’d try. 


The coordinates weren’t far from the Ark, which briefly concerned 
Optimus: if there was a problem this close to home base, should he call 
for back-up? Kup hadn’t said it was needed, but the programming and 
experiences he’d found served him most as a commander started running 
scenarios and calculating. Who was closest, based on pings? Who had the 
equipment to make it out the fastest, based on paster perfomance and 
conditioning? It wasn’t what Kup had asked for, but he was already 
building potential battle profiles and tucking them away in his 

processor, in case they became necessary. 


On rounding the last bend in the road and coming upon the 
coordinates Optimus Prime slowed to a stop, realizing that Kup was in 
fact not alone. Cliffjumper, Hound, and a handful of other mechs who 
weren’t on mission or patrol had gathered there, with a handful of 
energon cubes - not enough to make a dent in their rations, but a 
sizable amount for mechs who had become used to going without. 


Kup waved him over to where they were gathered, and Optimus finally 
found his brain module and transformed into his root mode. “Old friend, 
it sounded like you had an emergency on your hands,” he stated by way 
of question as he approached the mechs, observing the energon cubes 
were on a large tarp. Some of the mechs were already settled on it, and 
had paused their conversations to watch Optimus approach. 
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Kup waved him over to where they were gathered, and Optimus finally 
found his brain module and transformed into his root mode. “Old friend, it 
sounded like you had an emergency on your hands,” he stated by way of 
question as he approached the mechs, observing the energon cubes were 
on a large tarp. Some of the mechs were already settled on it, and had 
paused their conversations to watch Optimus approach. The image rang a 
bell, something very human Spike had informed him of once, but the 
concept wasn’t familiar enough to name. 


“It is an emergency of sorts,” Kup reasoned, reaching to put a hand on 
Optimus’ forearm to guide him closer to the tarp and the mechs waiting 
there. “You haven't had a day off in Primus knows when. That’s a problem, 
because you deserve a break like the ones you keep giving to us. Now, 

I know, you’re thinking to yourself this was a trap to get you away from 
your duties - but that’s right,” Kup admitted. “Especially a good leader 
needs a break once every few thousand stellar cycles or so.” 


Optimus paused, and when Kup looked up at him, he hummed. “You 
always did edge your humor with sarcasm.” 


A laugh barked back at him, but by then he was at the tarp, and 

being made to sit down. It was a little uncomfortable. Not the act of 
sitting, but realizing the reason he was here. He couldn't very well leave, 
though: Kup was here, and he’d promised Kup to respond, and now that 
he had it seemed right to hear the older mech out. To take a break, even if 
it was for one morning. The idea of successfully taking a break didn’t feel 
convincing. 


Not until Kup put one of the cubes in his hand, and made him take a sip. 
Optimus Prime didn’t deny himself energon nearly as much as 

Trailbreaker did, but he did skip the occasional refuel to make things easier 
on his mechs’ resources. The cube Kup gave himtasted the sweetest he’d 
had in some time. “Did you use an additive?” That didn’t seem like the war 
hero he’d known, but he also hadn't really spoken or connected with Kup 
in - well, it had been quite some time between the Ark crashing and 
reconnection with many of the mechs who had gone to make their case to 
the colonies, or defend them. 


“Maybe,” was the only answer Optimus Prime got from his 
trusted friend and subordinate. “But don’t tell, I don’t have enough to 
share. It’s just flavoring,” he whispered. 


Briefly Optimus was concerned with what kind of flavoring would have 
survived the war, but it tasted fine, so he took another sip. “So, is the 
mission to sit around and enjoy the beauty of Earth today?” He felt lost, 
unsure of what he was doing here when surely he was needed on a 
mission somewhere. No comms had come through, but he should at least 
be back at base waiting for them. 


Kup shook his head and picked up a cube of his own to sip. “Right now 
we’re just going to take some time and cool our wheels, as those humans 
Say.” 


“I think it’s cool your heels,” Optimus offered. “And while I 
appreciate a good break as much as anyone,” Kup scoffed before he could 
finish the sentence. 


“I appreciate you acting like you’re just one of the mechs, 

Optimus, but don’t think we’re fooled. You’ve been running that engine hot 
since the war started, without a break. Honestly I wasn’t even sure if we 
should do this today, because I wasn’t sure you’d know how you feel about 
it,” Kup paused. “But after seeing you roll up and asking so many 
questions, it’s pretty clear to me you need a rest sooner rather than later. 
Optimus Prime, how long has it been since someone checked in on you?” 


The question, and the emphasis on the final word, ground Optimus’ 
thoughts to a halt. “Why does anyone need to check in on me? I’m - the 
Prime,” Kup’s hand moved up to Optimus’ shoulder plating and gave ita 
firm grip. “I’m the matrix bearer, Kup, you know what that means.” 


The hand didn’t move away as Kup tilted his helm. “I know it doesn’t mean 
you have to ignore your pain to lead us. You’re among veterans of the 
same war, Optimus. We've all been doing this a long time, and we all know 
what it means to you, to hang on to that. No one’s going to take it away. 
We just want you to see that we care about you, as much as you care 
about us. Remind you that you can lean on us, when you need us.” 


A rush of warmth ran through Optimus’ lines, and he was briefly 
overwhelmed; the feeling eventually ebbed, and he reached up to put his 
hand over Kup’s. 


“You're right, old friend. This was an extremely important and time- 
sensitive mission. Thank you for calling me out here today. And for the 


additive,” his hand came down as he took another sip from the cube. “I 
have seen much of Earth, and yet have had so little time to enjoy it. 
Perhaps I'll start now.” 


DUTY 


By bassomega 


Those that knew him always told the same story: ‘Oh, that’s Prime: the 
big, good guy. The one who believes even Megatron deserves a second 
chance, and has that undying faith in all races.’ 


Many beings had gotten to know him over the vorns, and many had told 
him how severely misplaced that faith was. 


The most overt example being the Decepticons, who mocked and judged 
him at every opportunity. Of course, the Autobots themselves had their 
reservations and disagreements too. There had always been skepticism, 
fear, and underlying doubt, whatever the faction. 


It kept popping up; that question of if he truly was a worthy leader, or 
even one worthy to follow. It grew louder at every moment of hardship 
and failure. Of betrayal. 


Sam. Lennox. Marissa. Noah. Spike Witwicky. 


Mirage and Bumblebee — they trusted the humans; they made bonds with 
them. And then N.E.S.T. had begun hunting down the Autobots, his own 
people. Humans’ wrath sometimes felt inescapable. 


Prowl warned the humans. Jazz killed them — finding justice both ways. 
Throughout the years, he was given more than enough reasons to see 
humanity’s true colors. They were a shade that made any leader question 
the extent of morale, of forgiveness and pushing past bad blood. 


It worked out, in the end; it always did. But not all were ready to let go of 
the sacrifices and dead bodies. Not when it wasn’t even Megatron who had 
made them. And why should they be compelled to? 


Why should he, in the name of some backwater organic race? 
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He’d learned for long enough that oftentimes, forgiveness wasn’t enough. 
That a possible change in humanity was an illusion they gave themselves 
— and perhaps, he was the originator of that delusion. 

The delusion that their race could find a planet to fit in, that the humans 
could welcome them. No matter what truth was said, or what deeds were 
done at a steep cost to their own. No matter how many of his Autobots — 
his friends — had died believing in him and his judgment, in his cause and 
his hopes. 


They had been the fuel to that very hope until their dying breaths. And 
now, when he stood alone and proven wrong, what else did he have? 


What cause did he have to power him through this endless war, if his own 
judgment had been wrong, and his soldiers lay dead at his own hands? 


All because he’d trusted the wrong people. 

Because he’d trusted Zeta. Because he’d trusted Spike Witwicky. 

And now, along with many others, he doesn’t even trust himself anymore. 
Others would willingly put their destiny into Starscream’s lying claws, 
rather than die in his. 


And could he really blame them? After everything? 


That future vision of unity was hard to see. But he still desperately fought 
to see it. 


‘You’re too hard on yourself, Prime,’ would echo Jazz’s words, or Ratchet’s 
concern. But they were both gone. 


What would push him forward now? 


“The Senate would be willing to cooperate with this new agreement as 
long as the humans are... supervised,” 


Prowl. His ally, his friend — or so he’d wished for it to be. 


“Some good news, at least,” 


“You know —” the Praxian mech shifted his optics from the datapad, 
looking up at him. “Tell me this: was it worth it? Was losing Jazz and 
everything for— for public relations with them what you wanted?” Prowl 
paused. “You know what Spike did—” 


“Spike is your own burden, Prowl.” He wouldn’t forgive, no. Because 
forgiving wasn’t enough. It had never been enough. “I will miss Jazz 
dearly, but we cannot let our conflicts bind us.” 


“And what can we let bind us, Prime?” He paused, letting the moment of 
silence drag on the heavy question. “Is it ‘hope’ still?” Prowl added, just to 
tear that wound a little wider. 


With a long ex-vent, he turned to face the tactician. “You,” the Prime 
started. “As long as there are those who believe in me — in my actions — 
then I can believe in myself and others. I can spread your understanding 
to other species, and let them learn to place their faith in our people.” 


Prowl let the words settle, expression indifferent, though his tone fell a bit. 


“And if I’d already stopped believing in you?” 


“Nothing changes. As long as you believe in our cause...” he let the words 
drift off. ‘Do you remember the Autobot motto?” 


Prowl said nothing. 

™ Never give up, never lose hope.’ Jazz had it well memorized.” 

“Jazz is —” 

“—Watching over us in the Afterspark.” 

It had felt as if his words really did fall true in the moment. That they fell 

from another's lips. Maybe Jazz really was watching over them, along with 
all of the deceased. He’d wanted to hope. 

Wanted to believe. And he did. 

“You may not believe in me, but believe in yourself, Prowl, all else will fall 


into place. It’s that which binds us: unity. It had cost the Decepticons the 
war.” 


Optimus turned his gaze away. 

“Even when I’m gone, I will go with the peace of mind that my sacrifice 
will be for the betterment of our goal. And that those I’ve led will adhere 
to it.” 


There was just something to humanity that made them worth the effort 
and the sparkache. Some little twinkle that was reflected in Cybertronians. 


Despite it all, opinions, even debates like this were the backbone of their 
cause. None of it could have been done without the questions like ‘Is this 
right, Optimus ?’. 


None of them would have hope to spare for the humans, if they didn’t 
have enough to get this far. 


But they did. And they still had more to give. 
Until they gave up, until they were a// one. 


Because that... That was the duty of an Autobot. 


TO SIMPLY EXIST 


By sage 


Peace never came to him easily. 


Even before the war, before the Matrix, before the loss of... everything 
Orion knew. There had always been the bustle of information needing 

to be archived. The whispers revolution drawing his optics beyond the 
knowledge available to the public. The yearning that would prick at his 
spark as he looked out beyond the spires of Iacon, towards the Sea of 
Rust, with an almost primal sensation running through his struts. 


Now though. 


Cybertron was held in the servos of another Council, another generation 
that did not live through the war as he. A generation able to walk, drive, 
fly—exist—in a world that no longer clamored for spilt energon to rust 
among the streets and among the stars. 


It was a paradise that he had fought to bring to pass, a single dream 
that had all but faded away in the melee. But after millennia of fighting, 
of leading soldiers—fellow Cybertronians—into war, Optimus felt nothing 
more than a ghost among the newly birthed souls from the Allspark. 


No, not merely a ghost. He was a haunting from a bygone era. Either he 
was seen as the embodiment of the war itself, of all the strife and spite 
that the early insurgents experienced, or a symbol of archaic glory. A relic 
of the past meant solely for display, to be forgotten, left to rust. 


The war had gone on for so long that Optimus no longer knew how to live 
without the constant pressure of fighting, of holding the weight of lives 
upon his shoulder plates. In an era where they had reached over the 
horizon of victory, he was no longer sure of his place in the new world. Too 
much had occurred to allow him to return to the simple life of an archivist. 
He had become so much more. 


And yet without the Matrix, without the pulse of fighting, moving, 


protecting - 
How was he to live now as Orion? 


A knock at his door shook him out of his thoughts and he sensed a familiar 
head of colorful hair peer through his window. The handle to the 
passenger side rattled with a string of discontented mutters. He 
Suppressed an amused hum as he unlocked the door and the disgruntled 
young woman tumbled into his cabin, arms flailing with the memories of 
younger years. 


“Miko,” he greeted with a contented rumble of his engine. Never mind the 
lateness of the hour or his supposed need to rest or the frazzled glances 
thrown over her shoulder. Her presence was welcome regardless. 


“Boss Bot,” she said in lieu of greeting, “you think you can step on it? 
Please?” 


There were no yells, no uproars heard, so Optimus indulged the request, 
the silence of the base filling up with the muffled sounds of his engine 
running. The stillness gave way to the buzz of the desert night as he rolled 
out the base. Asphalt turned over into loose sediment and sand, and he 
could feel the young woman’s tension melt out of her body as the artificial 
lights from behind faded into the background. She let out a sigh. 


“That was a close one.” 

“Is there cause to raise concern?” 

“C’mon Optimus, would I really?” 

This time he did chuckle along with her as she let herself stretch across 
the large seat. From the familiar banter, it almost escaped his notice how 
much the human had changed. She had kept the bright colors adorning 
her clothing and hair—streaks of pink, blue, and green intertwined with 
the black of her hair. However, she wore a dark jacket, one that appeared 
to belong to the base. 


Her fingers tapped a stray melody on the door handle. A restless rhythm. 


“They want me to sign all this NDA stuff,” she blurted, “all ‘cause ‘We can’t 


have unauthorized civilians having access to classified technology or 
engage in unsanctioned correspondence with non-Terran beings,” Miko 
dropped her voice to imitate one of the officers and rolled her eyes. “Which 
is stupid ‘cause me and Jazz’ve already had our Soundcloud up and 
running for months now. And he’d promised that he’d take me and 
Bulkhead to one of Rosanna’s gigs as payment for the Slasher Monkey 
concert we went to last time he visited.” 


She gave a frustrated exhale towards her bangs. “I’ve been here since the 
beginning. Why do I gotta join their club or get kicked out ‘cause they’re 
moving the base?” 


He rumbled in sympathy. He had no control over the decisions of the 
military, nor did Fowler, but he could understand Miko’s frustration in being 
micromanaged. 


“So,” she said, “I just need to get away from the dream-killers before they 
ruin something else.” 


“IT appreciate your trust Miko, but why come to me?” 
A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. 


“You've been cooped up at the base for weeks? And if Ratchet’s drunken 
stories mean anything, you’ve got some energy to burn off too.” 


Optimus revved his engines. 

3K OK OK 
It felt as if an eternity had passed as Optimus let himself drive freely 
across the stretch of emptiness, his human companion cheering at the 
leniency of his speed. The laughter washed over him like a warm wind, 
reminiscent of easier times. He nearly missed Miko’s somber tone of voice 
as she spoke. 


“Hey...Optimus?” 
“Yes, Miko?” 
“How do you—well, hypothetically—how would you know if you’re doing 


what’s best for your life?” Optimus paused at the question, but Miko kept 
on going. “My parents are telling me to come home and finish university, 


that I'll be able to make a life of myself if I do which, doy, Raf’s already 
finished like three degrees and he’s got a whole bunch of people calling 
him. But spending five years paying for something that I don’t even know 
I want to do? Why would I want to do that?” 


“What is it that you want?” 


She stilled; eyebrows furrowed as she stared out at the starlight sky. 
“Honestly... I don’t even know.” Something burned in his spark at her 
words. “I’ve always been so sure about trying new things. I mean, I came 
to Jasper of all places. I’d always thought I’d be like this cool rockstar and 
travel the world, but...” she snorted. “I’m halfway through my twenties and 
I have no idea what I’m doing with my life apart from bothering Jack and 
Ratchet. How’s college gonna help with that?” A sigh. “I guess that’s why I 
wanted to steal a joyride from you. For advice or whatever. ‘Cause you're 
like a billion years old. No offense.” 


“None taken, young Miko,” he said, and she giggled at his emphasis. 
“Although I seem to find myself in similar straits.” 


“Really? But you’re like, Optimus Prime! Leader of the Autobots! Everyone 
looks up to you.” 


“I merely rose to the role that was asked of me.” The rearview mirror 
swiveled towards the ratted book in her hands. “There was a time before 
the war that I could not envision myself beyond a simple archivist. And 
now...” 


Now though. 


“And now it has become difficult to envision myself beyond the war. 
Beyond Optimus Prime, leader of the war. To move on from that life...” 


Who are you to be, here and now? 


“What do you want, Optimus?” came the quiet voice. Optimus looked up at 
the stars. What did he want? Peace? An eternity of silence apart from the 
pulsing of his spark? Purpose? Home? All abstract notions. What did 

having any of them mean? 


“I am... unsure,” he finally admitted. “I can no longer return to the life I 


once had; I can no longer be who I used to be. What is left, however... 
even I do not know what is left of myself.” 


my 


Miko said, running a nail on the 


my 


“It’s no use going back to yesterday, 
edge of the page, “’because I was a different person then. 


Silence fell between them. Optimus had rolled to a stop and the girl had 
curled up against the window. 


Now though. 


Optimus thought of Alpha Trion, the Council, the elite he’d 

struggled to emulate. He thought of Megatron, the grounders who’d 
sought for change. He thought of past friends and fellow soldiers who'd 
lost their lives in a heedless war. He thought of the countless planets 
drawn into their crossfires. 


He thought of the warm sun on this planet, the gritty particles of sand and 
dirt caught underneath his plating, the droplets of 

water spilling from the clouds, the overlapping sounds of a 

planet thriving with diverse life. He could stand still and let it all wash over 
him. 


Was that what it felt like to feel alive? 


“TI think...” Miko began, “I think... I still have more to learn about myself. 
Who I am. What I’m meant to do. Twenty-seven years isn’t long enough to 
figure all that out yet.” 


“I assure you Miko,” he said, the burning in his spark settling for the first 
time in millennia, allowing himself the moment to simply exist. “Seven 
millennia is not quite enough as well.” 
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TT 1S GOOD, TO BE SO WERY LOVED 


By eerian_sadow 


“Bumblebee, is everything all right?” He looked in concern at the yellow 
bot, who was curled up sadly in a corner of the rec room’s sofa. 


“Oh, Optimus, hi.” Bumblebee smiled at him, but it didn’t reach his optics. 
“T’m okay. Just... homesick isn’t the right word but it’s close enough. I was 
outside with Spike and Carly earlier, and the wind came up and I 

realized how pretty one of those crystal windchimes that Vision used to 
make would have sounded. Stupid thing to get sad over, right?” 


“Not at all. We lost many things when this war spiraled out of control.” 
Optimus took a seat next to him on the sofa. “That you miss art right now, 
rather than people, does not diminish your sadness.” 


“That’s easy for you to say. You didn’t have to listen to Cliffjumper needle 
you about it.” 


“Cliffiumper is often confrontational when the situation does not call for it.” 
Optimus sighed. “This situation, especially, did not call for it. However...” 


“What?” Bee sat up a little bit straighter and looked at him curiously. 


“You do not need to mourn the loss of all of Vision’s crystal chimes. I 
have one in storage that you would be welcome to hang in a place of your 
choosing.” 


“Really?” Bumblebee’s face lit up, and Optimus knew he had offered a per- 
fect solution. 

3K OK OK 
“Good morning, Jazz! How are you?” Optimus sat down at the 
table across from Jazz, taking in the mech’s posture and the frown on his 
face. Jazz was not well, though he had hopes that he could brighten the 
mech’s day. 


“Heya, Optimus.” Jazz gave him a weak smile. “I’m all right; just wishing 


| 


we’d had the budget to go see Madonna tonight. Don’t know when I'll get 
a chance again, you know?” 


Optimus smiled behind his mask, knowing that he would absolutely be 
making Jazz’s day better. He pulled a Human-large envelope from his 
subspace and held it out to the other mech. “About that...” 


“Oh, Optimus you didn’t!” Jazz's mouth dropped open even as he reached 
for the envelope. 


“I did.” He watched, delighted, as Jazz opened the envelope and pulled out 
the two backstage passes and tickets to the concert itself. “I hope you and 
Blaster have a good time tonight.” 


“Nah, for Madonna, I’m taking Bluestreak.” Jazz looked up at him with a 
brilliant smile. “Thanks, Optimus, but you really shouldn’t have spent the 
money.” 


“It was no hardship for us, or me personally. All I did was sign a few 
autographs and sit for a picture.” Optimus retracted his mask so that Jazz 
could see his own smile before taking a drink of his morning fuel. “I was 
more than happy to do it.” 

OK OK OK 
It was late when Optimus stepped into the rec room, hoping to turn on the 
Playstation and banish a nightmare. He had expected the lights to be off 
and the television dark. Instead, there was was an infomercial playing, the 
room was in half-light, and Wheeljack was sprawled on the sofa snoring 
softly over the sound of the program. 


“Oh, Wheeljack.” Optimus approached the sofa, smiling softly at the mech. 
Wheeljack didn’t stir at his footsteps or the sound of his name. “Ratchet 
will have your plating for recharging in here again.” 


There was only one solution to the problem. Carefully, Optimus arranged 
Wheeljack’s limbs so that it would be easier to pick him up. Then he lifted 
the mech gently off the sofa, cradled so that he could carry Wheeljack to 
his room and tuck him into his recharge berth with Ratchet none the wiser. 


“Teletraan, the lights and TV, please.” The AI didn’t respond aloud, but the 
TV and lights both clicked off a moment later. 


He carried Wheeljack out of the dark room and down the hall to his 
quarters. Teletraan helpfully opened the door at Optimus’ approach and he 
carried Wheeljack inside with a soft “thank you”. 


Like all the officers, Wheeljack’s quarters followed a standardized 

setup and so Optimus knew exactly where his berth was located in the 
dark space. He crossed the room using only the light of his optics and set 
Wheeljack down gently. He was just reaching for the blanket, when he 
heard a soft “Optimus?” 


“It’s all right, Wheeljack, I’m just tucking you in. Go back to recharge.” 


“Kay.” Wheeljack’s optics hadn’t even lit up, and he was snoring softly 
again a moment later. 


“Rest well, Wheeljack.” Optimus covered him with his blanket and made 
his way out of the room. Teletraan locked the door behind him, and 
Optimus nodded to himself, content with a job well done. 

OK OK OK 
“You know, Chroma’d like this view a lot.” Ironhide stared out over the 
forest surrounding the Ark with a wistful smile. 


“Would she?” Optimus glanced at his friend, curious. He had spoken of 
Chromia a great deal more than usual lately, and perhaps today he would 
find out why. 


“Yeah. She loves trees. On every planet we've visited together, we had ta 
see the forests. She’s a city girl, as Carly’d say, but she loves getting 
outdoors.” Ironhide sighed. “I wish she was here right now.” 


“Well, I can’t bring her to Earth right now, but Blaster has set up a 
subspace call with Elita-1 this afternoon. I am certain we can arrange a bit 
of time for you and Chromia before we get down to business.” 

“That’s awful energy intensive, Prime. You sure?” 

“I’m sure. The solar collectors can easily make up the difference and Jazz 


can leave some on Cybertron for Eltia’s team the next time we have 
control of the space bridge.” 


“All right, then I’m gonna take you up on that. It’ll be nice to hear her 
voice again.” 

3K OK OK 
Medbay was calm and quiet despite the injuries Ratchet had treated after 
the last battle, a contrast to the still-bustling command deck Optimus had 
left earlier. 


“Please tell me you haven’t been out there working with an injury no one 
knew about.” Ratchet sounded exhausted. 


“Not at all, old friend.” Optimus crossed the room to the medic’s side. He 
rested a hand on Ratchet’s back, hoping to comfort him. “I came to check 
on you, and it seems like a good thing I did. You are exhausted.” 


“I’m fine. I can manage long enough for Hoist to finish a defrag cycle.” 
Ratchet leaned heavily against the medical berth in front of them, where 
Cliffjumper was in stasis. 


“IT doubt that very much. Get some rest, Ratchet. I can watch your 
patients and call one of you if something changes.” 


Ratchet shook his head. “You aren’t trained enough, and my quarters are 
too far away in an emergency.” 


“I am trained enough to read the monitors and not panic if an 

emergency does arise.” Optimus rubbed his back gently. “At least a nap on 
one of the cots? Long enough to run your own defrag cycle. You’re offline 
on your feet.” 


Ratchet’s posture slumped further and his optic shutters dropped halfway 
down, telling Optimus he had won the argument just because Ratchet 
really was too tired to keep going. “Fine, but just a short nap.” 


“Agreed.” Optimus watched as Ratchet shuffled over to the emergency cot, 
and knew there was no way he was waking his friend before Hoist 
returned. 

3K OK OK 
Optmus had been just awake enough when he was wheeled into the 
medbay to see Ratchet’s worried face. “Don’t worry, Optimus, I’ve got 
you.” 
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He had passed out not long after that, and now he was waking up to the 
sound of Ratchet telling someone to stay out, and his chest ached with 
fresh welds and integrating metal. 


“Ratchet?” He called out, just loudly enough to be heard and hopefully not 
disturb any of the other injured recovering in the medic’s care. 


“You shouldn't be awake yet,” was Ratchet’s greeting when he stepped into 
the isolation room. “Motormaster did a real number on you.” 


“I promise to rest, Ratchet.” And he would; Optimus wasn’t sure he could 
move right now. 


“I’ve got some goodies to keep him in bed, even.” Jazz stepped into the 
room with a smile and armload of data pads that looked like literature 
files. 


“I told you to stay out.” Ratchet glared. 


“Prowl wanted a sit-rep.” Jazz shrugged. Then he moved to Optimus’ side 
and stacked the pads on a monitor within easy reach. “Call me if you run 
out; Hound and ‘Raj have more. Bee’s volunteered to run to town to buy 
anything you want, too.” 


“Thank you, Jazz.” Optimus smiled weakly. 


“Feel better, big guy.” Jazz patted his shoulder gently, and then ducked 
back out of the isolation room under Ratchet’s withering glare. 


A glare that was turned on Bumblebee and Wheeljack a moment later. 
“Absolutely not!” 


“Come on, Ratch! You know those berths are uncomfortable!” Wheeljack 
stood in the doorway, arms full of blankets. 


Bumblebee used his size to his advantage to duck under the arm Ratchet 
tried to bar the way with, and carried a pair of pillows to Optimus’ berth. 


“It’s not a lot, but they'll help.” Bee lifted his head carefully and slid the 
pillows underneath his head and shoulders. Immediately, some of the 
strain of trying to look up lessened. 
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“Thank you, Bumblebee.” Optimus glanced at the engineer as Wheeljack 
started tucking blankets around him. Ratchet was standing in the doorway 
looking defeated. “And Wheeljack. I feel better already.” 


“Good. Now, both of you, out.” Ratchet pointed at the door and glared til 
they obeyed. 


“T'll be back with your mask tomorrow!” Wheeljack shouted as he left. 


“You will not!” Ratchet followed quickly, and Optimus could hear him 
lecturing the duo down the hall. 


A moment later, Ironide stepped into the room with a grin. “Thought you’d 
like a little company, least til Ratch kicks me out.” 


“Your company is always welcome, Ironhide.” Optimus smiled, and let 
himself relax as Ironhide updated him on the current status of the crew. 
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By GemmaRose 


Daniel Witwicky couldn’t actually remember the first time he’d met an 
Autobot. For as long as he would remember, Autobot City had been his 
second home, where he could hang out with his Cybertronian friends when 
his parents were busy. Hot Rod was the most fun to hang out with, but not 
his favourite. That was Optimus Prime, because Optimus was super nice 
and strong and kinda like having another dad! If dads could be huge tall 
alien robots. 


“Hi Optimus!” he waved up at the Autobot leader as he entered the 
command center of Autobot City, where all the coolest Bots hung out when 
they weren’t off doing awesome heroic stuff like stopping 

Decepticons from starting tsunamis. Prowl and Red Alert were there too, 
but they were busy with something on Teletraan that had too many 
numbers and nowhere near enough pictures for a TV that was meant to 

be watching out for Decepticon activity, so he didn’t say anything to them. 
Prowl got grumpy when he was distracted from his work, and Red Alert 
tended to shoot when startled, so Daniel would just have to say hi later. 


“Daniel.” Optimus greeted him with a shallow nod of his head and a squint 
of his eyes which meant he was confused. “Don’t you have school today?” 


“Nah, it’s take your kid to work day!” Daniel beamed. “Dad said I should 
interview you this year, since I already know all about what he and 
Uncle Bee do.” he slung his backpack off of his shoulders and pulled out 
the worksheet his teacher wanted them to fill out, holding it up for 
Optimus to see. The walkway for humans put him at about Bee’s head 
height, but of course Optimus was way bigger, so he really hoped Prime 
could see what was on the paper. 


“I would be honored.” Optimus said, then glanced over at Prowl and Red 
Alert. “Though, perhaps not here. Would you be comfortable in my office?” 


“Yeah, sure!” Daniel beamed, and followed Optimus out of the command 
hub. “Are we gonna walk, or drive?” 
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Optimus considered that for a minute, then lifted a hand towards the 
walkway. “Walking will be faster, as there are stairs. Would you prefer I 
carry you, or match your pace?” 


“Carry!” Daniel beamed, hurriedly swinging his bag back over his 
shoulders and ducking between the bars of the railing. Prime’s plating was 
warm, and on his palm and fingers it was textured sorta like metal floors 
were. “Can I ask you some questions?” he asked as Optimus headed down 
the stairs. Most of the halls in Autobot City used ramps, so the Autobots 
could walk or drive, but these stairs went pretty much straight to Prime’s 
office. 

Daniel only even knew about them because Hot Rod and Uncle Bee had 
both warned him about playing near here. 

Optimus had lots of important work to do, and if he was in his office they 
should try not to disturb him. 


“Of course you may, Daniel.” Optimus smiled, warm as ever. “I will answer 
them as well as I am able.” 


Daniel looked down at his worksheet, which he’d already partially filled 
out. “Are you Dad’s supervisor, manger, or...” he squinted at the third word 
for a moment. “Handle?” 

“I believe the nearest equivalent would be ‘Commanding Officer’.” Optimus 
said, opening the door to his office. “The Autobots are, technically, a 
military.” 


“I thought only grown-ups could join the military.” Daniel frowned, hopping 
down from Optimus’s hand to sit on the bean-bag on Prime’s desk. “Dad 
said he and Bee have been working together since he was a kid!” 


“When we first arrived on Earth, we were ignorant of many of your 
customs and laws.” Optimus explained, sitting down in his own chair. “An 
Autobot of equivalent age on Cybertron would be as much an adult as your 
father is today. By the time we realized humans functioned differently, 
Spike was already registered in our systems as an active member.” 


Daniel nodded, and dug in his backpack for a pen, then for a notebook to 
put his worksheet up against, to write on. “So um, how did you get to be 
the leader of the Autobots?” he asked, looking from his worksheet up to 
Optimus. 
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“That is a long story, to tell in full, and it seems your paper does not have 
much space.” Optimus chuckled. “At the very start of the war, I met 
Megatron by chance. In opposing him, even though it nearly killed me, 

I impressed a wise old mech named Alpha Trion. He rebuilt me into the 
mech I am today, and helped rally the Autobots to follow me.” 


“So... you got the job by fighting Megatron?” Daniel frowned. 


“In part, yes.” Optimus laughed, soft and warm. “It wasn’t much of a fight, 
though. Better you write down that a previous leader saw my potential, 
and made sure I lived up to it.” 


Daniel nodded, and scrawled that on the lines provided. “Why did you 
decide to be an Autobot?” he asked. “It’s a dumb question, but Miss Kay 
will get mad if I leave it blank.” 


“It is not so foolish a question as you think.” Optimus said, 

leaning forward slightly to rest his arms on the desk. “I decided to be an 
Autobot, to /ead the Autobots, because someone had to stand up to 
Megatron.” 


“I thought you were gonna Say it’s because freedom is the right of all, 
uh...” he flushed, and Optimus laughed again, lifting a hand to ruffle his 
hair with one huge finger. 


“Freedom is the right of all sentient being, yes. That is why I fight him 
now, when our home is so far away, but back then I wasn’t thinking about 
all sentient beings.” 


“Okay.” Daniel nodded, and filled in the answer lines. “Next question: What 
do you like most about being an Autobot?” 


That made Optimus light up. Literally, his eyes got brighter and tiny lines 
between the metal plates on his body glowed for a moment before he 
shifted to sit straighter, hands clasped on the desk. “I think, what I like 
most about being an Autobot is how many people, how many planets, we 
have encountered and been able to aid, both against the Decepticons and 
with smaller problems, like Earth’s own aborted energy crisis.” 


“Earth’s what?” Daniel frowned. He knew what most of those words meant 
on their own, but not all together. 


7 


“Nothing you, or any other human, will need worry about now.” Optimus 
assured him. “I enjoy being an Autobot because it has allowed me to meet 
many amazing people, and help an even greater number. Will that fit on 
your paper?” 


“Yeah.” Daniel nodded, and wrote it down. “Last question.” he looked up at 
Optimus, who nodded encouragingly. “Can you tell me a little more about 
The Autobots’ mission slash structure slash values slash culture?” he read 
off, and Optimus chuckled. “There’s more space for this one.” he said, 
holding up the page to show the six lines to write on instead of two. 


“So there is.” Optimus nodded. “The Autobots’ mission is to 

minimize the amount of harm the Decepticons do.” he said, then paused 
until Daniel finished writing it down. “Our structure is military in nature, 
and our values...” he trailed off, eyes twinkling as he smiled behind his 
mask. 


“Freedom is the right of all sentient beings.” Daniel parroted dutifully, and 
at Prime’s nod wrote that one down. 


“And our culture... After so many vorns together, we are not unlike one of 
your human extended families. We may not all get along all the time, but 
we care for each other, even when we argue.” 


Something exploded in one of the hallways up above, and Optimus sighed 
as distant shouting erupted in its wake. “Even when certain idiots draw the 
ire of half the city.” he groaned, slumping forwards and pinching where his 
mask bent out over the bridge of his nose. 


Daniel laughed, and Optimus lifted a hand to one ear-fin as Daniel wrote 
down the last answer. “I’m afraid I’m needed to deal with this latest 
incident.” Optimus said, standing from his desk chair and offering Daniel a 
hand. “Would you like to accompany me? Your father will likely be there as 
well.” 


“Yeah, sure!” Daniel beamed, stuffing his worksheet and pen both back in 
his bag. He was going to have the coo/est stories to tell at school 
tomorrow! 


J8 


on he 


By Medli 


He stood there, servos at his side with his helm staring towards the sky. 
After seeing too many battles, one would think someone couldn’t bear to 
take one step forward and continue on living. Not him. His armor had seen 
blasters aimed and swords crashed against metal. His medic had sat him 
down to repair only to push him onwards as he continued to fight. 


What was he fighting for? 


Some would question his sanity towards a millennium war. Is he fighting 
for peace, justice, freedom, or all of the above? Did the blasted war start 
because of the wrong type of communication? Was he the start of the war? 
No one understood exactly what went through his helm. 


He stood as a pillar of strength, a leader in the darkest of times, a vessel 
of Primus. Chosen through the Matrix of Leadership, a once quiet archivist 
soon stood before others explaining, debating, and overall pulling others to 
a better life. Was there a chance that a hidden motive, a hidden message 
sat between each word of this great speech? 


Optics burned brightly as a lone servo flexed into a tight fist. Each loss 
weighed heavily upon his spark, a guilt that no one should hold. However, 
that is who he is. No matter the loss, no matter the cause, somehow he 
would tie it to something that could have been prevented by him. 


Did releasing the Allspark to space bring a better solution to a war that 
destroyed one’s home? That answer is hard to find. 


A fierce battle echoed on an unknown planet. Strange allies backed each 
member of his team. In the end, a sacrifice had to be made, a brother was 
lost. This should have been a happy occasion, but anyone that knew this 
noble leader could see that guilt and pain resonated throughout his 

metal frame. He wanted a peaceful solution, one that would not have 
trapped them in an unknown world. Even with human allies, not 
everything is black and white or completely peaceful. 


This leader, though. How many times will he push himself? How many 
times will he watch as another friend perishes? How many times will he 
push himself because of the Matrix of Leadership burdens him for some 
reason or another? 


Nobody knows. Optimus Prime is one Cybertronian that will stand for what 
is right, what he holds close to him. He will continue to put one pede 
forward till the final answer is peace for all no matter the species, no 
matter the place, no matter the cost even if that includes his own spark. 


By Amber Jones 


Optimus Prime excused himself from monitor duty and left Ironhide in 
charge. He felt tired and needed some air, spying on the Decepticons was 
exhausting. They targeted an oil rig south of the nearest city, and were 
stealing resources by the minute, so a few of the higher-ups like Jazz, 
Ratchet, and Prowl went to stop them, leaving Optimus and Ironhide 
behind to keep watch on Teletraan-1. 


The lead autobot stepped outside, transformed into truck mode and drove 
a few miles to a nearby park. It had just turned Spring and the grass was 
a lush green, the birds were singing and flowers were beginning to bloom. 
It was the beginning of new life for some species, who had just had their 
offspring. Many animals at the local park including rabbits, birds, and deer 
had welcomed babies into their families, and flower bulbs of all different 
kinds were beginning to sprout and bloom with wonder. The morning sun 
had been in the sky for a few hours and it was roughly starting to reach 
midday. 


But it wasn’t just those things, there were humans too. Spike Witwicky 
and his wife Carly had just welcomed their newborn baby into the world a 
few days ago... a boy, named Daniel. To Optimus, it felt like a new friend 
had joined the Autobots! Everyone was so happy for the family and had 
showered them with gifts for the new mom, dad, and baby. 


Optimus Prime was known as a hero among the local community after 
foiling the many plans of Megatron and his cronies, so when he arrived at 
the park, he was instantly recognised by everyone. Adults and children 
alike waved at him and cheered as he transformed into his robot mode. 
When the commotion died down, a young boy who was roughly 5 years 
old ran up to him and started waving. He was wearing a red t-shirt with 
Optimus standing proud and tall on it with Autobot symbols all over the 
sleeves. 


“Hi Optimus hey! I got a new shirt, do you like it?” 


He recognised the boy as one of his biggest fans and complimented on his 
shirt. 


“Hello Noah. I see you are now an honorary Autobot with your new shirt 
on. I hope you have a great day today! Keep smiling and roll out!” 


“Thank you Optimus! You’re such a big and strong leader. You’re brave, 
and I wanna be as brave as you. I’m gonna go on the swings but I might 
see you later, I gotta go, bye!” 


The little boy walked off with a spring in his step knowing that his style of 
clothing was approved by his favorite superhero. Optimus Prime was an 
idol, a role model, but most importantly, an inspiration to many people. It 
made him happy knowing that people looked up to him 


Optimus thought about the things happening in the park as he strolled 
along the path. Many life events were happening as he witnessed them: 
families sitting on the grass, people having picnics or playing with their pet 
dogs, children playing on the playground equipment, couples getting 
together by the water fountain, it felt like everything was happening at 
once, and it made him happy. No one seemed bothered that a sentient 
robot was walking by, it just seemed like a norm in their society since they 
came to earth. He wasn’t chased or mobbed by anyone, they just left him 
to do his own thing. 


He looked towards the nearest tree to see a blackbird in her nest, 
surrounded by her two baby birds, who happily chirped. They were on a 
branch near some apples which had begun to sprout, signaling the start 

of a new life cycle. The birds began to tweet a cheerful little song, which 
made Optimus smile as he stopped in his tracks to listen for a minute or 
two. He glanced towards the apples, which looked very small to him and in 
a mixture of green and red. In fact, they barely even looked like apples... 
yet. It just showed him how different things looked before they grew into 
their final form. 


Just then, Spike Witwicky and his wife Carly walked by pushing baby 
Daniel in a stroller. “Optimus hi! So glad we caught you here.” Carly 
greeted. “We were just taking Daniel on a little stroll.” 


“Hello you two. I take it that he’s settled in quite nicely?” he replied. 


Spike pulled back the hood of the stroller to reveal Daniel in a blue onesie 
with a red Autobot symbol on it. Little Daniel was sleeping peacefully, 
unaware of the huge robot looking down at him. “He’s usually sleeping at 
this time of the day. Little man just had lunch about an hour ago.” Spike 
added. 


Optimus bent down to get a good look at the baby. Since meeting Spike 
and his dad Sparkplug all those years ago, Optimus watched the young 
man grow from a teenager to a father. To play a part in this man’s life 
and the fact he will see Daniel grow up to be a young boy made his heart 
swell. It truly was the season of new life. The baby opened his eyes and 
sleepily gazed at Optimus. 


“Hello Daniel. You look really smart in your little suit.” was all he could 

say, before Daniel eventually yawned and settled back down to sleep. He 
turned to the new parents and thanked them for showing him the baby. 
Carly and Spike said goodbye to Optimus and continued with their walk. 
This prompted Optimus to visit the playground and watch from afar. The 
colorful equipment and slides stood out in the green scenery, with 

children playing games with their friends or interacting with each other on 
the playground. No-one seemed to be in any trouble, so it was nice for him 
to have a peaceful break with nothing to do. This whole park seemed like it 
was a place he would definitely visit again when he was off-duty, perhaps 
with the other Autobots. 


He was pulled out of his reverie by a robin landing on his chassis. 


“Well hello little one, what brings you here on this fine day?” Optimus 
asked, obviously knowing that it would not answer with spoken words. It 
flashed its orange chest at him, tweeted with glee and ruffled its wings 
before flying off into the trees. He remembered that robins were usually a 
sign of a deceased loved one being nearby, or a sign of rebirth, which tied 
into the topic of new beginnings in springtime for him. He sat down and 
saw some daffodil bulbs were sticking out of the ground, along with some 
newly-sprouted daisies. Their petals slowly rippled in the gentle breeze 
and they smelt gorgeous too... Optimus truly loved wildlife and anything 
nature related. It put his mind at ease and made him relax more. 


He spent the rest of his time at the park greeting people who stopped by 
to say hello and thank you... it was like a celebrity had arrived at the park! 
Whilst doing this, he glanced at his com link to see if anyone had tried to 
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contact him. Ratchet had sent him a message to say that Megatron had 
been ambushed at the oil rig and had scattered off elsewhere, thankfully 
nowhere near land. Everything and everywhere was safe... for now. 
Optimus transformed back into his truck mode and returned to the Ark, 
happy and content with what he had observed today. Ironhide turned 
away from Teletraan-1 to look at his leader, and noticed that he seemed to 
be more perky than when he usually returned from a walk. 


“Everythin alright Prime? How was ya walk? Did ya see much going on?” 
The old warrior asked him. 


“All good Ironhide. I stopped by the city park to check out all of the 
lovely sights of nature. It seemed very... beautiful. I saw many birds, 
people, flowers and some other things.” 


“That’s just wonderful, it sounds like a great place. We should all vis- 

it sometime! Well the good news is that Megatron an’ his friends haven't 
gotten up to anythin since Jazz and the others foiled them, so I think we’re 
fine for now.” 


Optimus flashed a quick smile under his mask, feeling more satisfied now 
that he had checked in on the outside world. It was wonderful to see new 
things sprout up in front of him, as it made more opportunities arise for 
him and his team. He shook Ironhide’s hand and praised him for keeping 
things in order while he was gone. 


“I’m glad, Ironhide. Thank you for keeping watch.” he said as he walked 
away to get some well-needed energon. He went into the supply chamber 
and wondered what it would be like to taste human food... “maybe one 
day I could try...” He thought as he grabbed a cube of energon and began 
to down the drink. 


“The human world is a wonderful place.” he said to himself. 


THE COST AND REASON OF WAR 


By Opportunity 


“Have you come to finish me off?” A wounded soldier lay against a wall 
of a destroyed barricade. He was covered in scratches and dents, but his 
most noticeable injury was the piece of shrapnel digging into his leg and 
allowing energon to flow freely from the wound. It wouldn’t kill him if he 
received medical attention. 


“No, I came to help you” Optimus stepped forward calmly as ever and 
dropped to a knee before the wounded soldier. His mask was firmly in 
place as he reached out to examine the wound on the soldier’s leg. The 
soldier flinched and reached for his blaster which lay discarded nearby, but 
otherwise he allowed Optimus to work. 


“Why would you do that? I’m a Decepticon, the enemy of you high and 
mighty Autobots” Looking up, Optimus’s gaze fell to the branded 
Decepticon insignia on the soldier’s shoulder. However he merely hummed 
and began to gently run his digits around the wound, assessing whether or 
not removing the shrapnel shard on the battlefield was wise. 


“You are a Cybertronian just like any other mech. I see no reason why you 
should be left to die because of your affiliation” The soldier tensed as 
Optimus worked but did not fight back, seemingly more curious rather 
than afraid. They both fell into somewhat companionable silence as the 
soldier looked out at the landscape and Optimus continued his assess- 
ment. 


The world around them was shattered, the ground blackened from ash and 
the skies dark from smog. It was far from a cheery sight, especially with 
the forgotten weapons and broken defenses littering what might have once 
been a lovely landscape. 


“What is the point of all this? Why are we fighting so hard?” The soldier 
spoke up, breaking the dead silence of the deserted battlefield. Optimus 
halted in his efforts as he met the soldier’s gaze, seeing the true and all 
encompassing loss and hopelessness that glinted in his optics. He seemed 


lost as he watched the world around them, seemingly uncaring for the 
wounds he carried. 


“Who were you before the war?” The soldier paused, a bit thrown off by 
the question as Optimus at last came to a conclusion and gripped the 
shrapnel shard. The soldier grunted as Optimus began to remove the 
shard but remained still as he answered. 


“A bartender” What a simple livelihood. The fact that this soldier was once 
but a humble bartender spoke volumes about how much damage the war 
had done. How many other civilians had been forced to take up arms 
because of the conflict? How many soldiers fought for a cause they could 
no longer see clearly? 


“What did you cherish from that time?” Optimus asked gently as he 
started to ease the shrapnel shard out of the soldier’s leg. Energon coated 
his digits, but he paid it no heed as he worked dutifully. 


“Smiles of my friends, laughter of happy mecha, lit streets filled with 
music, songs from drunk patrons, clear skies on a good cycle, and the 
promise of safety along with the comforts of home” Optimus made an 
approving noise as the soldier listed what he found to be worthy of being 
cherished. They were such simple and loving things, and yet such luxuries 
could no longer be found in a world filled with only war. It was a reality 
Optimus often lamented. 


“Those things you hold dear, the vision you have in your memory, that is 
what we are fighting for” His voice rang out clearly as he at last pulled the 
shard free, earning a grunt from the soldier. Prowl would most certainly 
reprimand him for being on such open terms and tending to an enemy 
soldier, but Optimus refused to let another spark blaze its last simply 
because the mech in question was on the wrong side of things. 


“Is it what we are fighting for? Who were you before the war to care for 
such things?” Optimus paused as he put aside the shard and looked to 
the soldier. He considered the question upon noting the hint of scorn in 
the soldier’s voice before he answered. He kept no guilt for his beginning, 
merely what actions he took in his shortsightedness so long ago. 


“TI was a clerk at the Iacon hall of Records, it is where I spent much of my 
functioning” It took him a moment to find his voice as his processors 


recalled the memories. Iacon in all its glory, glittering gold and silver as 
mecha moved to and from their places of work with little regard for the 
darkness that brewed in the depths below their pedes and above them in 
the council. It was a time of great oppression, but it was also home. 


“Oh? And what did you cherish about that life enough to wage war to have 
it back?” Again Optimus found himself taking a moment to contemplate as 
he heaved the soldier to his pedes. The soldier grunted and momentarily 
squirmed, likely fearing being taken behind Autobot lines. However as he 
noted the way Optimus guided them as being toward Decepticon territory, 
his optics widened and he ceased struggling. 


“I was fond of the quiet moments of contemplation within the confines 

of my workspace. I loved the peaceful expressions of my co-workers and 
companions as we read together. I relished in knowledge, both the ability 
to grasp it and to have access to it. But above all, I cared for the promise 
of a better future for those willing to try and reach for it” His words rang 
with conviction as Optimus made his declaration. The soldier did not so 
much as utter a word in response, likely too shocked at all that had come 
to pass to respond. 


“We may disagree on how to achieve the peace we both recall so 

fondly, but in the end, is that not what we both seek?” Taking the 
opportunity to speak again, Optimus looked to where the soldier very 
nearly hung off his shoulder, dragging his injured leg behind him. He 
stumbled a bit as he tried to keep pace, and thus Optimus slowed in time 
for the soldier to reply. 


“The small comforts we left behind and the little freedoms we can no 
longer afford” The soldier’s optics glinted with thoughtfulness, and to that 
Optimus made a sound of affirmation. 


“Indeed. They are luxuries we have lost, but that with time and 
determination, we might still reclaim” Bending down to a more reasonable 
height, Optimus wrapped an arm under the soldier’s shoulder, taking 
additional weight off his injured leg. The soldier grimaced at the shift, but 
offered up a small smile at Optimus’s act of kindness as they continued 
their march. 


“Up on your pedes soldier, the war is not won yet” The soldier laughed 
grimly but did not say anything else. They were on opposite sides of the 
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war, that much was true. But the soldier likely would not live another vorn 
anyway, as was the case for those on the front lines. If Optimus could give 
him comfort through his words and deeds, then he would gladly do so. 


A DAY OUT 


By autobotsimmeryt 


Optimus has been worried about his human friend Jamie, and hopes taking 
her out of the N.E.S.T. base for the day will help her a little. 


Optimus sits on his berth, thinking of a particular human. A female he met 
twenty-two years ago because she was at the wrong place at the wrong 
time. Remembering the challenges faced that differed from with Sam and 
Mikaela. The concerns about an eight-year-old revealing the Autobots and 
a child visiting a military base led to arguments between the four 
Autobots, N.E.S.T. leader William Lennox, and the national security 
advisor. They soon learn they made the right choice. Optimus remembers 
how embarrassed Lennox was that the Autobots were learning a negative 
area of humanity. Not knowing they’d learn more about the negative side 
of humanity. Throughout the years, Optimus became close to Jamie. He 
considers himself a father figure to Jamie, despite her not being neglected 
like other children. 


“Every year, things get worse for her,” Optimus sighs, “what can we do to 
help her? What can I do?” 


As Optimus walks down the hall, several Autobots stop him, worried about 
Jamie. Optimus wishes Jamie was only sick so he could reassure the con- 
cerned Autobots that she'll recover soon after the third Autobot’s inquiry. 
Optimus knows Jamie is sick with depression, and it’s been a challenge to 
help her. 


“I know we talk about her often and it’s the same conversation every time, 
but I’m worried,” Ratchet comments. 


“You’re the fourth Autobot to tell me this. It’s been twenty-two years. 
Helping Jamie has become difficult. I’m uncertain about the impact of a 
day out, but I know she'll enjoy what I have planned.” 


Optimus heads to the hangar. 


a/ 


Optimus transforms and activates his holoform before heading upstairs to 
the humans’ dorm rooms. 


Optimus knocks on the door, anxious about Jamie’s delayed response. He 
waits thirty seconds before entering the code to get into the room. 


Optimus knew he’d see Jamie lying on the bed. 


“Jamie?” He says while sitting on the bed. The femme doesn’t answer him, 
“Iam worried about you. Many Autobots worry about you. You need to get 
out of the base.” 


“No.” 


Optimus knew Jamie would refuse, but he was also hoping to be wrong. 
Worried that instead of being encouraging, he'll be forcing Jamie to go with 
him. 


I’m going to need help. Optimus thinks and leaves the room. 


Elita-1 already knows Optimus’ plan and knew he might ask for her help. 
She does not like how by help, Optimus means getting Jamie ready for 
what he has planned. Though needing to help convince her to go with 
Optimus isn’t any better. She hopes she doesn’t have to do that. 


Elita-1 knows she should be happy Jamie isn’t putting up a fight and 
getting dressed, but her mood isn’t great. 


I don’t believe this will help for her. Elita-1 believes. It’ll be good for her to 
leave the base for a while. 


Optimus waits in the hallway, hoping Jamie isn’t being difficult for Elita-1. 
Twenty minutes pass before the two femmes walk out of the room. Jamie 
wears her red hoodie with dark blue jeans and black boots. Optimus’ 
holoform dresses in a dark blue button-up shirt and black pants with a 
brown belt. The boots are not what most people would expect with the 
outfit. 


Even with Jamie out of the room, Optimus feels like that’s half the battle. 
Now to get her to leave with him. 


Optimus tells Jamie the plan, hoping she'll realize they’ll be out for 
maybe three hours, and she won’t refuse. Jamie says nothing as he leads 
her down to the hangar. 


Jamie looks out the window as Optimus drives through D.C. to the 
location. He knows he won't be able to start a conversation. Optimus hates 
he’s hoping today will give Jamie a few hours of happiness. Hating that’s 
all he'll be able to achieve. No one knows Optimus deals with the feeling 
he failed Jamie. While everyone has the same disgusted with how humans 
treat other humans with depression. Knowing how she ended up with 
depression and got to this point. 


Optimus worries the plan will not help as he had hoped as the two walk to 
the different animal exhibits. Jamie doesn’t seem interested in which 
troubles Optimus since he knows how much Jamie loves animals. 


Optimus doesn’t question why it took seeing ring-tailed lemurs playing 

for Jamie to smile. He’s just happy to see her smiling, and It’s consent 
throughout their time at the zoo. Which is a good four hours because 
Jamie wanted to see all the animals Optimus was hoping this would be the 
outcome. 


As Optimus thought, the smiling was temporary. Jamie is quiet as the two 
wait for their food. Looking out the window, as if Optimus enforces a ‘no 
phones at dinner’ policy. 


This is something that Optimus and the other Autobots are used to. How 
Jamie doesn’t talk much and starting a conversation with her is difficult. It 
will be challenging to talk about the zoo visit. Optimus decides not to start 
a conversation. 


After dinner, Optimus takes Jamie out of the city to a field. He isn’t ready 
to bring her back to the base and have her retreat into her room, avoiding 
everyone. He knows that needs to be worked on, but it’s been hard to not 
cross the thin line between helping and forcing Jamie. To watch her hurt 
and how humans ignore mental health struggles. 


Jamie rests her arms on her knees while looking at the sunset. 


“Jamie, you know the Autobots and a few soldiers worry about you,” 
Optimus says. He knew Jamie wouldn’t say anything, “we are your friends 


who love and care about you. we want to help you.” 


Optimus doesn’t know what else to say. He moves the smaller femme onto 
his lap in a hug. He knew today wouldn’t change Jamie’s mental state, but 
he still sees today as a day that helped Jamie. Knowing it’s important for 
this to happen more often, and the other Autobots should also spend time 
with Jamie. Anything to help their human friend. 


THE CASE FOR HUMANITY 


By Novafire 


The following is the transcript of a speech given by Optimus Prime before 
the citizens of Cybertron and the members of the new Cybertronian High 
Council. 

3K OK OK 


My name is Optimus Prime. 


A great number of you know me as a Prime, a warrior, a revolutionary, or 
a scholar. 


However, I ask that as I stand before you today, you will see me as none 
of these. 


I am first and foremost a living being not unlike yourselves—one with 
history, fears, and desires. I am a spark, as are you, in your own ways. 

I have gained much, and I have lost more. I have grieved, and I have 
loved. I have risen, and I have fallen. I have killed, and I have restored. I 
have lived and died more times than I can count. 


Through all of this, I have come to value the sanctity of life above all else, 
and the various connections that give meaning to this existence. 


Today, I stand before you in the hope that I may convince you of the value 
of humanity’s place—not only in this vast universe, but also in Cybertron’s 
future. 


There is much that sets apart our two species. One need not do more than 
glance at us to see this; nor is it necessary for one to speak with a 
member of either species to know this to be true. 


However, while our differences are many, I believe our similarities are far 
more resonant. One does not need to spend much time with humans to 
recognize that they share many of our attributes—strengths and 
weaknesses alike. 
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Humans love, and they hate. They create, and they destroy. They unite 
in struggle, and they triumph in unity. They sway between extremes, and 
continue in ever-repeating cycles. 


If one replaces “humans” with “Cybertronians,” these observations remain 
true. 


I am often reminded that the human lifespan pales in comparison to that 
of a Cybertronian. This has arisen as one of the primary deterrents to 
considering an alliance of any nature. 


However, there exists within this argument an underlying belief that the 
quantitative aspects of a lifespan directly correspond to the qualitative 
value of that lifespan. 


I challenge this notion. I feel deeply within my spark that it is 
fundamentally incorrect and irreverent of the nature of life itself. 


For eons, the greatest philosophers have debated the meaning and 
value of life, as have I. But through experience, I have gained a 
perspective many ancient philosophers have not—a perspective from 
coming face-to-face with death, in more ways than one. 


Through countless battles fought, both on the battlefield and within the 
spark, I have learned that there is more to this life than meets the mind. 


The meaning of life cannot be abstracted and reduced to numbers and 
equations. It must be discovered through direct experience. 


This is how I have come to believe in humanity’s inherent value—through 
living amongst them, attempting to understand them, and fighting for 
them. 


I only ask that you do the same. Learn from them. Learn with them. 


Our war is over, and while many remain trapped in the past, there are 
many who look to the future. I count myself amongst the latter. 


We are an ancient species that has lost sight of what it means to hope. 
Perhaps it is time that we turn our eyes to the stars and join with a species 
much younger than ours—one which has not yet been stripped of its 


cosmic inheritance. 


Some have asked me, “Is there not a great chance that we will drain such 
a young, fragile species of its lifeblood? Will we not doom humanity by our 
very presence?” In fact, several of my closest friends and associates have 
expressed a firm belief that humanity will inevitably be destroyed by our 
kind. 


While I cannot deny that this is a likely possibility, I do not believe it is 
grounds to dismiss an alliance. 


There does not exist, in this or any universe, a species which is not caught 
up in the ancient struggle between good and evil. Remaining separate will 
not rid either humanity or our kind of this struggle. 


Without a doubt, both of our species are inseparable from death and 
destruction. However, I believe it is vital that we ensure that we are also 
inseparable from life and beauty. 


Together, we have a greater chance of achieving this ideal than if we 
otherwise remain apart. 


Perhaps it is true that Cybertronians will be the death of humanity as a 
species. Perhaps humanity will even be the death of our kind. 


However, whatever the future holds, for a brief moment in time, 
Cybertroniankind and humankind will be a bright shining star in the dark 
universe—brighter together than if we remain apart. 


Yes, it may be a fast-burning flame...but I am convinced that it will be a 
brilliant flame. 


If both of our species are bound to burn out separately, where is the harm 
in burning together to bring about something more magnificent—however 
brief that magnificence? 


Between our “hello” and “farewell,” I am certain that there will be life. 
There will be creation, discovery, and growth. Will this not add meaning to 
both of our species’ existences? Is it not worth the pain and the struggle to 
strive for this, and experience the inevitable reward? 


In my life, I have learned that we cannot always change what fate has in 
store for us. However, I do not believe we must face our fates alone and 
apart. 


All will die. 
All will be one. 
Let us make certain that the path Home is a glorious one. 


>K KK 


Author’s Note: I highly recommend listening to Doves by We Are All 
Astronauts. The song pairs perfectly with Optimus’ speech. 


OPTIMUS PRIME & HIS FEISTY LITTLE TWO WHEELER 


By OneWingedSparrow 


Arcee refused to affiliate her name with anything. The Autobot 

faction was her lone exception. Her former leaders left her...and, after she 
lost Tailgate, the only teammate who respected her for who she was...she 
didn’t wish to be associated with any singular bot. 

Her spark was broken, and no medic fixed sparks. 

But over the years...Arcee realized there was one person she could stand 
to fight beside. One person she could fight for. One person she could 
depend on, and willingly link her name to. 


His name was Optimus Prime. 
3K OK OK 


The first time his name is affixed to hers, she is jolted with shock. 
“It’s the Prime’s scouts! All units, fire!” 
The Prime’s—the Prime’s...? Arcee trips over her own feet. 


Magnus had been the one she followed. Before that, Prowl. She is a 
stranger to this Prime. 


Sure, the moment she forsook the wastelands of Cybertron, racing 
Cliffjumper through Shockwave’s space bridge, she rolled straight into 
the ranks of Optimus Prime, who sought refuge on this rugged rock called 
Earth. 

...but is she already counted as one of his? 


Their cover exposed, Bumblebee bounds towards a farther bunker, 
retreating from the Decepticons’ barrage, as Optimus directed. 


As Optimus directed, as Optimus ordered, as Optimus would... 


Hand flipping into a gun, Arcee shakes her head and follows. 


Everything she does now will be in his name. 
2K OK OK 


The first time he delivers a speech in her earshot, she cramps her neck 
looking up. 


Arcee knew Optimus Prime was tall, but she never stood on level ground 
with him. Only now does she realize how truly massive he is; the tip of the 
pink tiara spike atop her helmet doesn’t even reach his hip. 

This mission is futile. They'll never see optic to optic. 


No one ever does, with a two-wheeler like her. 


So, she gives up, dropping her gaze to the Autobot insignia emblazoned on 
their new base’s floor. 


The same symbol embossed onto her wings. The same symbol that gleams 
on the grill of the Earth truck form Optimus has chosen. A Western Star, 
she heard the human soldiers call it. Lumbering engine, muted paint job, 
lackluster tires...it’s surely a far cry from his regal Cybertronian form, but 
he steps into the disguise humbly. 


Her thoughts are wandering. She’s lost track of the speech. She forces 
herself to focus on her surroundings. Bumblebee, Cliffjumper, Bulkhead 
and Ratchet stand beside her, listening intently as Optimus continues. I’m 
part of the circle, she thinks, suddenly. This is new. 
Will it last? She doesn’t know. 
Only time will tell. 
As always. 

3K OK OK 
The first time he rolls with her, she feels her systems stall. 


“Arcee,” he says. Her name lolls in the air. 


She straightens her frame, flashing an urgent salute. “Sir!” 
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“At ease, soldier.” He gets down on one knee. 


This only stiffens her further; Ultra Magnus never adopted such a lax 
posture. 


What’s more, Arcee decides, looking directly into Optimus Prime’s face is 
mildly frightening. Here is a Warrior who has plowed through fire and acid, 
shrapnel and rust, energon and terror—and captured the weight of all to 
carry forever. In those piercing, blazing optics, she can see the glory and 
the pain, the fervor and the fury, of a leader blessed by Primus... 


And she knows, while she beholds, that he will brake for nothing in 
bringing this war to its end. 


Arcee trembles under his gaze. 

“Tam coming with you,” he says. 

Statement. Declaration. Fact. 

In shame, her spark plummets to her feet. The Prime must have higher 
priorities than her safety. No one ever makes the effort to care. Why would 
he waste his time on a two-wheeler most bots look down upon? 

Are you sure I’m worth it? Arcee blurts out, unheard. 

Aloud, she stammers the scrap substitute: 

“Sir?” 


“You are in need of backup, and there is no one else to accompany you at 
this time. Therefore, be mindful of my presence.” 


Arcee wants to protest. 
However, one glance at his decisive expression deactivates all argument. 
You just can’t argue with Optimus Prime. 


2K OK OK 


The first time he saves her spark, she flinches, and not from her wounds. 
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Bulkhead fell back. Bumblebee paused to reload. 


A quick scan of the battlefield revealed only a “few” Decepticons. Her arm 
blades clicked from their casings. The enemy seemed distracted. 


She thought she could take them all on. 


Arcee speeds into the open. An ever dutiful partner, Cliffjumper attempts 
to provide cover fire. Dust billows in her path. 


She flies, wings spread wide with the thrill of the hunt. Leap and dodge, 
flip and kick. Swipe and cut, scratch and slice. The Decepticons falter, 
unprepared for the frontal assault. 


Until they get smart to her timing, and they stab her through the gut. 
Her frame screams with pain. Something else roars louder. 


Optimus. Her enemies freeze. 
He charges, blasters smoking. Optics blazing. 
They’re dead in seconds. Arcee’s lifted up, leaking energon. 


Wordlessly, Optimus carries her home. 
3K OK OK 


The first time he rebukes her, she wishes she could hide in vehicle mode. 


Not hide as in “cower.” More like hide as in “transform, to then zoom 
away.” The best kind of hiding: speeding so no one can catch you. She’s 
already transformed. Engine’s running. Kickstand’s up. She’s already 
halfway gone. 


But her wheels don’t roll. 


Deep down, she knows barricading in vehicle mode while he has words to 
deliver would be incredibly rude, and she’s not sure she wants to 
disrespect him so, after he saved her tailpipe. With that, she mentally 
punches herself in the T-Cog, and stands up to face him. 


“Arcee,” he says, so far above her, voice stern and edged. “Your judgment 
today was far from exemplary.” 


She swallows. 

“Make no further attempts to engage the enemy alone.” 
“Yes, sir,” she whispers. 

Those optics meet hers, once again. 

“We will fight on,” Optimus says quietly. “That is a promise... 
“Stay with me.” 

Arcee blinks something from her vision. 


If he notices, he says nothing. 


>K KK 


Now, whenever he summons her, she’s alert and prepared. 
“Arcee, with me.” 


She nods, and falls into step beside him. 
Though one step for him is many for her, they march in the same time. 


His massive, towering form no longer feels as looming or daunting as it 
did. She’s learned to rest in his shadow, to trust he will shield her. She’s 
not sure why she grew so comfortable with his presence so fast, but 
perhaps his mannerisms influenced this transformation. 


He stands tall to intimidate, but not to belittle. He bends down to her level 
more than anyone else. In battle, he never abandons her. He even looks 
back for her, when his extensive strides travel farther than her shorter 
limbs can reach. And when he sends her ahead to scout, hidden well in 
lofty places, she always finds him watching for her when she returns with 
a report. 


Quiet things. Subtle things. 
Little things a great, big Prime needn’t trouble himself with. 


But he wants to. 
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He cares. 
So, when he says “With me,” she follows... 


Because the little things have shown her that he is someone worth 
following. 
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By Daphnis_Draws 


It was a warm evening in early summer, and Optimus was grateful for a 
wave of peace. He continued on, making sure the children were still 
nearby. They were scaling the hills beside him as he walked, the slope not 
too steep and eventually leaving them at around eye level to him. 

He smiled to himself as he watched them all chatter among themselves, 
and how Jack and Miko would walk slowly to allow Raf to keep up on his 
little legs. Something about the mundane nature on Earth spoke to his 
spark; it refreshed him and made him more resolute to fight for it. 

He wished it didn’t take the war to get here, but he wouldn't trade these 
moments for anything. 


He pauses to take a look at some flowers on a tree, slightly wilted as they 
prepare to become fruits. He finds himself fixated on the mottled pink pet- 
als that are now dry and wrinkled, and he wishes his hands weren't so big 
that it would be nearly impossible to touch them. 


“Hey, Optimus, check this out.” Jack interrupted his train of thought. He 
looked over to see the teen pointing at a tree in the near distance, though 
upon further inspection it was clear that he wanted Optimus to see the 
bird perched on one of its strong branches. It cawed out loudly, flapping its 
wings to resettle. 


It was a beautiful bird, Optimus thought, noting its striking burnt orange 
tail. He racked his memory for the name of this bird, this hawk more spe- 
cifically. 


“I believe this one is called a red-tailed hawk.” He responded with a small 
smile, watching Miko take pictures on her phone. “Though, it seems to be 
a bit of a misnomer, because I have never seen one with a truly red tail. 


“Seems pretty red to me.” Miko hummed out her observation. 


“You've seen lots of them?” Raf asked Optimus with wide eyes, flapping his 
hand a little. 
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“Of course, I frequently come out to this part of this landmass. This is 
where many of them live.” Optimus explained. “I haven’t seen many of 
them in Jasper.” 


“Yeah, they don’t live out there.” Raf sighed. “Unless the zoo counts.” 
“T understand.” 


Optimus and the children continued on, talking about the various animals 
Optimus had run into—polar bears and penguins, tigers and elephants, 
and his favorite—the moose. 


“TI hope we'll see a moose.” Miko said to Optimus. “I heard they’re so big 
and kinda epic.” 


“I believe we are a little too far south to see a moose.” Optimus admitted. 
“But we will see.” 


“Why is that your favorite animal?” Jack asked, more curious than any- 
thing else. 


“...I've never really stopped to think about that.” Optimus admitted. “Do I 
really need a justification for why?” 


“No, not really.” The teen answered back. “People just have different rea- 
sons for how they define a favorite animal. Sometimes that’s interesting to 
hear about.” 


“Hm...” Optimus thought hard as they walked. He remained quiet for a few 
minutes before speaking again. “I suppose I appreciate how protective 
they are of their offspring.” 


“You would say something like that.” Miko snorted a little, delighted in how 
much of a softie this giant robot was. 


“Well, it’s the truth.” Optimus insisted, pausing as he heard the rustle of 
the bush nearby. His audials slowly turned back, almost apprehensive. The 
children took note, barely peeking out from the edge of his shoulder as he 
stood in front of them. 


After a painful minute of rustling, interspersed with yowling, a small 
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bobcat ran from the brush, many quills sticking out from it. Optimus 
almost went after it, but by the time he registered the quills, it was 
already gone. 


“Poor thing...” He laments, guilty that he couldn’t have helped the cat. 


“He'll be fine later.” Jack assured Optimus, patting his plating. “He 
probably won’t tangle with whatever got him again.” 


“Was it a hedgehog? Do you think a hedgehog is nearby?” Miko asked, 
very pleased at the thought. “I didn’t know there would be hedgehogs 
here!” 


“Hedgehogs don’t live here, Miko.” Raf informed, a little disappointed at 
the fact. 


“Another quilled creature does, however.” Optimus turned his head to them 
and brought his finger to his lips. The children obeyed, quiet and still. 
Optimus could feel tension build in his frame as he held still, waiting. 


A rather frumpy looking creature covered with the same quills that cursed 
the bobcat emerged from the same bush, making its way to a nearby tree. 
It sniffed in Optimus and the children’s general direction, and then began 
to scale the tree. 


Miko in particular was transfixed, watching as the animal shimmied up the 
tree, using its tail as almost a fifth limb. She had her phone out to record 
video, but she found herself...not doing that. 

“What a rare sight.” Optimus’ voice curled lightly under his smile. “A North 
American porcupine. I have heard that most humans who go out of their 
way looking for one never find one.” 


“And we got to see one without even trying.” Jack caught on to what 
Optimus was implying, a smile on his face. 


“It’s so cute!” Miko giggled. “I wanna hug it.” 


“I wouldn’t. Didn’t you see what it did to that bobcat?” Raf cringed a tiny 
bit. 
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“Right.” She sighed. “That would hurt.” 


Optimus couldn’t help but allow a chuckle to bark out of the back of his 
throat. Of all the things he found curious about humanity, the fact that 
they could look at dangerous animals and want to hug them was rather 
amusing. 


Though, he questioned how dangerous a porcupine actually was. Perhaps 
he would have to do more reading later. 


PETER CULLEN, THANK YOU 


By Jupiter.ArtsUvU 
INT. DARK VOID 


ORION PAX is alone in the void. He is silent and sleeping. 
PETER CULLEN (V.O.) 
(Distant ) 
OPTIMUS! Optimus wake up! 
Orion’s face twitches. 
PETER CULLEN (V.0O.) (CONT'D) 
(CLOSER) 
OPTIMUS! 


Orion's bright blue eyes open up. 


A large Matrix of Leadership is before him (KINDA LIKE IDW 
MTMTE/LOST LIGHT) 


PETER CULLEN (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
Optimus... Please... Answer me. 


Orion looks at the sky and tears up. 


ORION PAX 
Who... Are you speaking to? 


Orion looks at the sky his eyes looking around. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
And who are you...? 


The Matrix glows a bright light and envelops Orion. 


FADE TO WHITE 


INT. ORION PAX’S ROOM - SUNRISE 


Orion is asleep in his room. It is quiet. A desk with a few 
data pads are stacked up together. There are curtains 
covering the window, but the sun is rising over the city. The 
Wind blows the curtains slightly. Orion‘s face scrunches. He 
opens his eyes and sits up. He holds his head. 


ORION PAX 
What an odd dream... 


Orion looks at the city of Iacon outside his window. He gets 
up and walks to the window. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
What is this place...? 


The door behind him opens. Orion turns around to loom at the 
door. ARCEE is standing in the doorway. 


ARCEE 
You're awake. 


Orion looks confused as Arcee walks closer. 


ORION PAX 
I'm sorry, but who are you...? 


ARCEE 
(SADLY ) 
My name is Arcee. Im an old friend 
of yo- Im an old friend of 
Ratchets. Hes the doctor that 
helped you. 


ORION PAX 
Oh. I see. 


ARCEE 
You came from the Well of Allsparks 
days ago and we found you asleep. 


ORION PAX 
We? 


ARCEE 
Me and Bumblebee... We found you and 
took you to see Ratchet. So many 
sparks that have been lost in the 
war have been resurfacing and 
coming b- 


ORION PAX 
(Surprised) 
War? A war happened? 


Arcee looks at him before looking down and closing her eyes. 


ARCEE 
Yes. A war that killed all of 
Cybertron. Nearly killed Primus. 


ORION PAX 
(Fearful) 
Killed Primus? 


Arcee nods. Orion sits down. 
ARCEE 


(Worried) 
Are you okay? 


ORION PAX 
Yes... Im.. Just processing 
everything... 


Arcee nods and sits down next to him. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
But... If it killed all of Cybertron... 
How... How do we still function? 


Arcee looks at the window. The sun is now well above the 
city. 


ARCEE (0.S.) 
A lot of us survived... A lot of us 
left the planet to continue our 
fight. 


Orion looks out the window. 


ORION PAX 
How many years... 


ARCEE 
(Beat) 
Millions... Maybe Billions of years... 


Orion squints his eyes as the sun hits them. Arcee stands up 
and turns to Orion. He looks at her. 


ORION PAX 
(Confused) 
Where are you going? 
ARCEE 
There is a lot of others that I 
need to meet. 


ORION PAX 
Survivors of this war? 


Arcee Shakes her head. 


ARCEE 
Victims. 


Orion looks at his hand before placing it on his chest. 
ORION PAX 
(Scared) 


Was I a victinm...? 


Arcee looks away then nods. 


ARCEE 
Yes. You were. 


She wipes her eyes, her face turned away so Orion couldnt see 
her cry. Orion looks at her surprised then looks down. He 
closes his eyes. 


ORION PAX 
How... 


Beat. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
How did I... 


Arcee turns back to him. 


ARCEE 
Die? 


Orion opens his eyes and then looks up at her. He nods. Arcee 
sighs and looks at him, standing taller than how she was. 


ARCEE (CONT'D) 
Thats for you to find out. I cannot 
tell you what your previous fate 
was. Nor can I tell you how to live 
your life. 


Orion looks at her sad. Arcee begins to open the door. She 
turns back to him. 


ARCEE (CONT'D) 
Its good to see you Orion. 


Arcee leaves. Orion stands up slowly and looks out at the 
city. Orion leaves. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. IACON CITY - MORNING 


Orion is slowly walking through the city, a cloak over his 
shoulders. The sidewalks are BUSY! Think NYC Busy sidewalks. 
He looks up at the sky to see a ship coming out of a MASS 
Orion’s eyes were wide with awe. Orion continues to walk, 
watching the bots bustle around him. Walking in all different 
directions. 


PETER CULLEN (V.O.) 
Optimus... 


Orion stops in his tracks. His eyes are wide. 


ORION PAX 
That voice... 


Orion looks around, worried. He only sees the bots walking 
through the city. He has stopped so bots kept walking around 
him. Some bumping into Orion. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
Optimus? Who is Optimus? 


Orion looks around and then continues forward with the crowd. 
He fixes his hood. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
Is he important...? 


Orion continues to walk through the crowd, The bots walking 
past him. Its starting to get really crowded. Orion‘s face 
scrunches up, he seems to be getting anxious. He shuts his 
eyes and covers his ears. RINGING as Orion walks, the world 
has slowed down. Orions face scrunches and he stops walking, 
the bots around him are speeding up. Some are bumping into 
him. THE RINGING gets louder and LOUDER. The world starts to 
spin and goes dark. So much is happening. 


PETER CULLEN 
(Faintly) 
OPTIMUS! 


Orion continues to walk in the darkness covering his ears, 
tears fillong his eyes. 


PETER CULLEN (CONT'D) 
(Faintly) 
OPTIMUS!! LISTEN TO ME! 


Orion just continues to walk... And Walk. 


PETER CULLEN (CONT'D) 
OPTIMUS!!! STOP!!! 


Orion gasps, the world snapping back to reality. 


EXT. THE WELL OF ALLSPARKS - NIGHT 


The city is silent. No one is around and it is just Orion and 
the glow of the Well. 


Orion is standing at the edge of the Well. His left foot off 
the edge. 


Orion shouts as he falls backwards and scrambles away, 
petrified. 


ORION PAX 
(Terrified) 
What... WHAT IN PRIMUS'S BEARD! 


Orion is hyperventilating as he sits up. 


ORION PAX (CONT'D) 
How... How did... Why... 


PETER CULLEN 


Optimus... You're okay... 
ORION PAX 
(Tearing up from fear) 
W-What...? 


PETER CULLEN 
You are okay... 


ORION PAX 
Who... Who is Optimus... Who are 
you...? 


PETER CULLEN 
That is not important right now. 


ORION PAX 
Seeing as you are speaking to me I 
feel as if it is important. 


PETER CULLEN 
Optimus-— 


ORION PAX 
And who is Optimus? Why do you keep 
calling me that...? 


Peter sighs, it is echoy. 


PETER CULLEN 
I cannot tell you that. But I can 
tell you to step into the well. 


ORION PAX 
Are... Are you crazy?! 


PETER CULLEN 
Optimus! Trust me! 


ORION PAX 
How can I trust a voice in my head 
calling me Optimus telling me to 
step into a thousand foot well 
drop!! 


PETER CULLEN 
Optimus... This is no ordinary 
well. This is the Well of 
Allsparks. Where life begins and 
ends. Where Primus gives life. 


Orion looks at the ledge of the well. 


ORION PAX 
And...? 


PETER CULLEN 
If you step into the well 
willingly... You will find out who 
I am, and who you truly are... 
(Chuckles ) 
I had to stop you from stepping in 
without knowing... 


Orion stands up and grips the cloak that is around him. He 
walks to the edge of the well and looks down, a bright blue 
glow is below. 


ORION PAX 
Ill find out who I truly am if I 
step in...? 


PETER CULLEN 
Yes... 


Orion hesitates before putting a foot out and stepping out. 


CUT TO: 


I/E. THE WELL - A DARK VOID 


Orion opens his eyes and looks around. He is scared and 
alone. 


ORION PAX 
H-Hello...? Is... Is anyone... 
There...? 


PETER CULLEN 
Optimus. You're finally here. 


Orion immediately turns around, PETER CULLEN is standing in 
the void with a large smile on his face. 


PETER CULLEN (CONT'D) 
Hello Optimus... 


ORION PAX 
You... You're the voice...? 


Peter nods. 


PETER CULLEN 
I am... My name is Peter Cullen... 
And I am the one who gave you life 
all those years ago. 


ORION PAX 
What...? 


PETER CULLEN 
Many years ago... I was asked to 
bring life to a character named 
Optimus Prime... A character that 
was leader... A hero... And you 
were that hero. 


ORION PAX 
Me...? A hero? 


Peter smiles. 


PETER CULLEN 
Yes... And so were all of them... 


Images of the other Optimus Primes from various continuities 
light up around the two, Including TRASNFORMERS PRIME, Gl, 
BAYVERSE, RESCUE BOTS, KNIGHTVERSE. And so many others he 
inspired. 


Orion looks around in awe. 


ORION PAX 
But... Im just a small bot... Who 
knows nothing about fighting! I 
dont know what it takes to be a 
hero!! 


Peter gently puts a hand on his shoulders. 


PETER CULLEN 
You are a hero... You can be... 


ORION PAX 
How...? 


Peter smiles. 


PETER CULLEN 
My brother gave me good advice on 
how to be a hero... 

(MORE ) 


PETER CULLEN (CONT'D) 
" Peter, don't be a Hollywood hero, 
be a real hero. Real heroes don't 
yell and act tough; they are tough 
enough to be gentle, so control 
yourself. Be strong enough, to be 
gentle." That's what he told me... 
Thats how this hero was born... 


Orion tears up. 
PETER CULLEN (CONT'D) 
Can you continue this legacy 
Optimus...? To be a true Hero...? 
Tears roll down Orion's face and he immediately hugs Peter. 


ORION PAX 
I Will. I promise you... I promise 
I will! I will! 
Peter smiles and closely hugs him back. 


PETER CULLEN 
Good... Thank you... 


A bright light envelops the two as Orion and Peter become 
Optimus Prime once again within the Well of Allsparks. 


THE END <3 
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By SheabeePrime 


It was early afternoon in Nevada, yet the Autobot base was unusually 
quiet. All three children were present, but, according to Raf, they each had 
a homework assignment due the next day. 


Urged by Optimus to finish said assignments before “playing,” the kids 
were now sitting on the base’s beat-up couch, trying to focus on their 
work. Well, Miko was coloring, but that was a step up from her usual 
mayhem. 


“I hate school,” Jack said, running his hand over his face. 

“So do I, but probably for different reasons,” Miko said, shifting from 
where she was sitting to get a better look at her friend. “So, what’s it 
today? Did you get bullied by Vince again?” she teased. 

“What? No!” Jack exclaimed, voice cracking defensively. 


“Then what is it?” 


Jack sighed. “My English teacher wants everyone to write a short essay on 
our dads or equivalent father-figures.” 


“But didn’t your dad walk out a while ago?” Miko asked, bluntly. 


Jack nodded. “That’s the problem. And even before that, he never acted 
like a father to me. Not well enough to write a whole essay about. But I 
can’t think of another adult in my life that fits.” 


“What about Agent Fowler? Don’t he and your mom have something going 
on?” Raf asked. 


“Ugh, don’t remind me,” Jack replied, sticking out his tongue. “Besides, I 
don’t really know him that well either. The only times I really get to see 
him are when he comes here to yell at us or flirt with Mom.” 


“Yeah, Fowler is a bad choice. Thankfully, you have a better option right 
here!” Miko exclaimed, pointing across the room at the Autobot leader who 
was trying to decode some Decepticon encryption. 

“Optimus? You can’t be serious. We aren’t even the same species!” 

“Since when has that mattered?” 


Jack arched his brow skeptically, causing Miko to roll her eyes. 


“Come on, Jack. Optimus is perfect! He’s a male authority figure who you 
spend a lot of time with.” 


“There is more to it than that.” 
“Like what? What does a dad do that Optimus doesn’t?” 


“She's got a point,” Raf chimed in, causing both older teens to look at him 
in disbelief. 


“You're taking her side!” Jack cried. 


“Well, yeah. Optimus protects us. He puts our needs before his own. He 
offers advice when we need it. He’s gotten us out of a lot of trouble. And, 
as far as the Autobots are concerned, he helps to make sure that they are 
provided for. Like, getting them energon and making sure they get regular 
check-ups with Ratchet. I know Bumblebee looks up to him like a father. I 
mean, they’ve been teammates for most of Bee’s life. Don’t you think 
Arcee feels the same way?” 


Jack scoffed, “I mean, yeah, but I’m not Arcee.” 

“But you consider her family, don’t you?” Raf retorted. 

“Where are you going with this?” 

“I’m just saying that if you consider Arcee to be family, and Arcee 
considers Optimus to be family, then by the Law of Transitivity, Optimus 


would also be your family. It’s not a stretch to say he’s a father-figure to 
you if he’s already family.” 


“Didn't Ratchet also say Optimus was like you before he became a Prime?” 
Miko added, making Jack frown. 


“Yeah, but-” 


“What else do you need, Jack?” Miko asked, crossing her arms over her 
chest. 


Jack looked between his two friends before finally conceding. 


“Let’s just say Optimus is the closest thing I have to a father-figure. How 
would I even write about him? I can’t call him ‘Optimus Prime’ in my es- 
Say.” 


“Use his former name, Orion Pax,” Raf suggested. “That could pass for a 
human name.” 


Jack thought about it for a moment. 
“I guess I could do that.” 
“See. That wasn’t too hard,” Miko said with a smile. 


Jack’s eyes jumped back down to his paper. With a newfound confidence, 
he began to write his essay. 


My Father-Figure by Jackson Darby 


My father-figure is Orion Pax. I haven't known him my whole life, but in 
the short time we’ve been in each other’s lives, he’s made a big impact 
on me. Not only does he look out for me and my friends, but he is always 
someone we can go to for help or advice. I know we are safe when we are 
with him. He’s really tall and really strong, yet I’ve never met someone 
more gentle. He knows how much force to use and when to use it. He 
always puts the needs of others before his own. Mr. Pax has also taught 
me how to be a better person. He’s taught me that things aren’t always 
what they seem and that we should try to see the best in others. He’s 
taught me to give people second chances. He can be a Stoic, but I know 
that is only because he has lost a lot in his life and is afraid of showing his 
emotions, mostly so that they don’t bring us down. He does so much for 
everyone else, sometimes I wish he’d let himself be happy. Regardless, 
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I admire him a lot. When I become an adult, I want to be like Mr. Pax. 
Some say we are already alike, but I’m not sure about that. Maybe 
someday we will be though. I want to do as much good as he has. I’m 
afraid he will have to leave my life one day, but I know if he did it would 
be for a good reason. I will always be happy I met him and that he was 
there for me when I needed someone. Because Orion Pax is the best, and 
there is no way I could thank him enough for what he has done for me. 
For all of us. 

3K OK OK 
By now, dusk was settling in. The kids had long since completed their 
homework and were out with their guardians, leaving the Autobot 
leader by himself. Optimus was okay with that though. He was 
actually about to leave for patrol when he noticed Jack’s assignment had 
fallen onto the floor. 


Worried that someone might step on it and tear it, he picked it up. 


His plan was to just put it back, but found himself stricken with curiosity 
when he noticed his former designation written on the page. Therefore, 
the Prime allowed his optics to flit over the essay, taking in the words Jack 
had written. 


Optimus Prime was not one for being emotional, but he felt his chest 
swell with pride while reading the work. He often thought he wasn’t doing 
enough good in the universe, but if he had made this big of an impact on 
one child’s life, then maybe he wasn’t so bad after all. 


Optimus could understand the sentiment it seemed Jack held for him, 
because Optimus felt parental towards Jack, Miko, and Raf as well. 


So, while his dream was to revive Cybertron and bring peace to their race, 
part of the Prime also hoped that he’d get to stay on Earth a little longer. 
Just long enough to see the kids grow into the bright young adults they 
were becoming. 
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